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Broken Guitar String 


Broken Guitar String 
Disclaimer: This is story is a work of fiction. 


Dedicated to Christy, the coolest girl ever!! And Cassie Morgan, the second coolest girl ever!! And Kat, 


wherever you arelll | miss youll 


Summary: Dan and Justin have a sex slave; who is does their every beck and call. When she disobeys them or 


messes up, she has to be punished. 


| shouldn't have touched his fucking guitar. It was the stupidest thing I've ever done, well maybe not, but it 
was still pretty stupid. | sat there with the guitar in my lap. My stomach was all in knots as | touched the 


broken guitar string. | was in deep shit. 


| should have fixed it, instead of just sitting there like a god damn idiot. But | must have been missing brain 
cells at that moment in time. God was laughing at me, because Justin and Dan walked in the door at the same 


time. | gave them that ‘I've just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar’ look. | wanted to cry. 


Justin and Dan looked at each other before looking at me. 
"Give me the guitar," Justin said. 


Now | really did want to cry. Instead | got off the couch and handed Justin the guitar. | wondered sometimes if 
he loved that thing more than he loved me. 


"Go wait for me upstairs," he said. 

| basically ran up the stairs. | accidentally slammed the door behind me. That would get a couple of extra 
swats. Slamming the door was not permitted. | pressed my body against the corner, my head resting against 
the crack. 

| could hear the muffled voices. Then the footsteps coming up the stairs. | was suddenly taken back to my 
childhood. | took in a deep breath as Justin opened the door. He drug a chair into the middle of the room and | 
almost died. | felt like a seven year old girl again 

"Come here," he said. 

| had to force myself out of the corner and where Justin was sitting. 


"Would you like to tell me why you touched my guitar?" he asked, his hands busy undoing my jeans. 


| shivered as he slipped them down my legs. He firmly slapped my hip. He expected an answer. 
"I just wanted play it," | whispered, pushing back my tears. 


| felt like a fool. | don't know why | wanted to cry. | just felt guilty about messing with his stuff. Despite the 


humiliation | was feeling, there was a deep sensation in my pussy. | felt my panties dampen. 

"Still it wasn't yours to touch," he said, his fingers playing with the waistband of my panties. 

"I know. l'm sorry." 

"No, I'll make you sorry," he said, tugging me over his lap. 

| wiggled in his lap, trying to find a comfortable position. Justin slapped my bottom, and | stopped moving 
around. | was really thankful that he wasn't using the paddle. The first smack always got me, because | was 
never expecting it. And the first always stung the most; at least for me anyway. 

Justin gave me about fifteen hard smacks, before tugging my panties down | whimpered and braced myself 


for hell. His hand connecting with my bare skin sent chills through my body. My pussy was soaking wet. | 
wanted him to thrust his fingers into me. 


He delivered fifteen more spanks to my bare skin I'm pretty sure my skin was a nice red color. | wiggled on his 


lap. God, | was fucking wet and horny. Still my backside fucking stung like hell. 

"Are you gonna touch my guitar again?" he asked. 

"No, sir, never again. Can | ask you a question?" 

"OF course," he replied. 

He was rubbing gentle circles on my back. 

"Do you love that guitar more than you love me?" | asked, half expecting him to spank me again. 

"Don't be silly. | love you so much more," he said, his hand traveling further down my body. 

| gasped when | felt his fingers slip into my pussy. My walls tightened around his slender fingers. He slipped 
them in and out of me. | was moaning louder and louder as he found my clit. | came all over him with a loud 
scream. 

He pulled his fingers out of me. He patted my stinging behind and told me to get off his lap. Groaning, | 
managed to pick myself off his lap. 


"You've got twenty minutes corner time, alright love? Then you can take a nap," he said. 


| nodded my head, pulled up my underwear, and headed to the corner. Before | reached the corner, Justin 


pulled me into a tight hug. 
"God, | swear you're such a naughty girl sometimes, but | love you that way," he purred into my ear. 


He swatted my bottom again as | stood in the corner. A smile crossed my face. Maybe there would be a 


threesome later. 


Slipped My Mind 

Slipped My Mind 

Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. 

Dedicated to the usual suspects. 

Summary: | forget to do something very important for Dan, and must suffer the consequences. 

God, how could | be so fucking stupid? Dan only asked me about a hundred times to make sure | booked the 
plane tickets for him. But moronic me totally forgot (but I'm almost certain we had tickets). Dan was not happy 
in the least. Who could blame him? I'd be pretty pissed at me too. 

Of course he didn't find out till we got to the airport, which really only made things worse. Oh, did | forget to 
mention | was supposed to pick up the tickets too? Well | didn't do that either. God, | thought Dan was gonna 
put me over his knee right then and there. Yet good old Dan kept his cool and we boarded the plane with no 
trouble; | think it was cause he was a rock star. 

We were in first class of course and my stomach was all in knots when | sat down next to him. Justin glared 
at me whenever | screwed up and that freaked me out a litte. Dan was just quiet and that made me really 
upset. In fact midway through the flight | burst into tears. | mean | was full blown sobbing. | could feel 
everyone staring at me. 

"Sweetheart, whats wrong?" Dan asked, rubbing my back. 

My hands covered my face, | felt so embarrassed for acting like a child. 

‘lm so sorry," | sobbed. 

Now I'm pretty sure all the passengers were staring at me. 


"Come on, love, follow me," Dan said, helping me out of my seat. 


He led me into the bathroom, which was smaller than a fucking ant hole. Shouldn't they make these things 
bigger in first class? Dan pulled me against him and began stroking my hair. 


"Tell me what's wrong." 
It wasn't a question, but a command. 


"I feel horrible," | sobbed, my tears soaking his shirt. 


"For not doing what | asked you to?" he asked. 
"Yes," | answered, still crying pretty heavily. 


"Well, in all fairness, you should" 
y 


"I do, | really do. I'm so sorry, Danny. God, | wouldn't blame you if you told me to leave," | said, lifting my head 
off his chest. 


"Don't talk like that. | would never want you to leave, neither would Justin. Sweetheart, why don't you tell me 


what's really making you tear up?" he asked, cupping my chin in his hand. 

| hated it when he forced me to look in his eyes. He knew me pretty well. He could tell something else was up. 
"| hate it when you're angry," | finally said. 

"| know. You do understand why l'm upset with you, right?" 


"Yes, l'm pretty upset with me too. | hate it when you get all quiet and don't talk to me. It makes my stomach 


all weird," | said. 

He pushed some strands of my hair behind my ears. 

"How can | make you feel better?" he asked, wiping some of my tears away. 
| took a deep breath, actually thinking about what | was going to say. 

"| need you to spank me," | said. 


Sometimes | just needed it. Spankings made me feel better sometimes. Besides, Dan was the kind of person who 


felt better about punishing me if | felt | deserved it too. He liked it when | asked him to spank me. 
"Right here, right now?" he asked, a smile on his face. 

"Well.It would be kind of difficult to do it in the bathroom. When we land?" 

He nodded his head and said, 

"When we land, I'll spank you, alright?" 

| smiled and said yes. He kissed the top of my head and we returned to our seats. A few of the other 


passengers raised their eyebrows at us. Oh, | wanted so bad just to flip them off. Actually | did tell one girl to 
fuck off and mind her own business. Of course Dan heard me and without thinking he delivered a very hard 


smack to my rear end. My cheeks turned red. 

"Good for you, young man. Ladies shouldn't use that type of language," some old man said, nodding his head in 
approval. 

| flushed a furious shade of crimson and sat down in my seat, my face buried in my hands. Dan didn't care if | 
swore; he just hated it when | was rude. | truly felt like a naughty little girl. | couldn't believe he had just given 
me a spank in front of all these people. 

"Thank you, sir," Dan replied to the man, slipping into the seat beside me. 

| lifted my head up and Dan smiled. 

"You know, you're awfully cute when you get embarrassed," he said. 

‘It's not funny, Dan. You totally humiliated me," | hissed. 


Okay, so maybe | shouldn't have caught an attitude with him. | could tell he wasn't happy. 


"Is a good thing we'll be landing soon, cause | have half a mind to put you over my knee right now, young 


lady,” he said. 

| felt my panties dampen a little. That young lady line always got me. My cheeks flushed again and | squirmed a 
bit in my seat. Damp panties made you a bit uncomfortable. Dan took notice of my squirming, and told me to 
switch seats with him. Thank God he had a window seat. 


"How wet are they?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. 


That question made them even damper. | blushed and let out a soft whimper. My clit was getting hard. Shit, | 
should have brought another pair to change into. Stupid fucking airplanelll 


"That bad?" 
| nodded my head. 


"Well if you weren't such a naughty girl, I'd take you back into the bathroom and fuck your brains out," he 


said a teasing smile on his face. 
| hate you," | murmured. 


He chuckled and started reading. He was busy with his book, so | slowly slipped my hand down my panties. | 
turned my body away from him a little and started to rub. Then | slipped my finger up there. It wasn't easy 
to do in an airplane seat. | let out a soft moan. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Dan asked in a low voice. 


"What you wouldn't," | replied, a wicked smile crossing my face. 

| bit my lip till | could taste blood as | finally came. | pulled my hand out and smoothed my skirt. 

"| can't believe you just did that on an airplane. Wait until | tell Justin," Dan said, shutting his book. 

| crawled over Dan, so | could wash my hands. After | did, | sat back down in my seat and rested my head on 
Dan's shoulders. The plane landed soon and my stomach was all in knots again. We met Justin and the boy's 
wonderful parents and the airport. 

| swear you get more beautiful every time | see you," Dan's mum said to me. 

Oh, | loved that woman to death. Dan and Justin were busy talking to each other, while | entertained their folks. 
"Mum, we'll catch up with you later," Dan said to them. 

"Ah, yes. OF course," Sandy said, with a wink 

| could have died right then and there. Justin stayed behind with us. 

"You naughty, naughty girl," he scolded, waggling his finger at me. 

| blushed again And my clit hardened. 

"Warking off in an airplane? Tsk, tsk, tsk. Such a bad little girl. Danny, give her a couple extra swats for that." 
"Don't worry, | will," Danny replied, taking me by the arm. 

As Dan led me away from Justin, my eyes wandered to a scene before me. There was a mother and her 
young daughter, who was being a brat. The mother threatened to spank her daughter in public and my eyes 
widened. 


"She wouldn't," | whispered. 


"She should. If you acted that way in public, | would spank you right then and there," Dan said, leading me 
outside. 


"Where are we going?" | asked. 


Dan stopped in front of his new car. 


"Are you gonna spank me in the car?" | asked. 


"No," he answered. 
He pressed me up against the side of the car and reached his hands up my skirt. 
"Dan," | hissed, totally embarrassed. 


His fingers hooked around the waistband of my panties and he slipped them off my legs. | had to step out of 
them. 


"God, you weren't kidding about them being wet," he said 
"Cant help it” 

"Get in" 

| climbed into the car and took a deep breath as we began driving 

"If you have an ‘accident’ on these seats, l'Il be forced to use my belt," Dan warned 

Dan knew how much | hated the belt. He pulled up to a flat that he kept around his hometown and | followed 
him inside, He locked the door behind us and told me to go into the living room. | sat on the couch, tugging at 
the hem of my skirt. He came in a few moments later with a hairbrush in his hand. Shit, | knew | was in for it 
"Do you want to bend over the couch or would you rather be over my lap?" he asked 

"Is there a catch to which one | choose?" | asked. 

He shook his head. 


"I'd rather be over your lap," | replied 


Dan sat down next to me, and | crawled over his lap. He pushed my skirt up my hips, cool air hitting my skin. | 


shivered. He caressed my backside for awhile. God, he drove me crazy. 


| felt his hand move from off my skin and | braced myself for the first smack. The blow landed and a low gasp 
escaped my mouth. Dan's elbow was digging into my back in order to keep me from moving. The hairbrush left 
a serious skin. After about ten spanks | could tell just how red my backside was. But he wasn't done by a long 


shot. 


| squirmed in his lap, not wanting to be spanked anymore. Dan delivered five hard smack that brought tears to 


my eyes. 


"Settle down love, you still have quite a few to go," he said, easing up on the smacks for a moment. 


| held my body still as best | could. Dan finished the spanking soon enough. God, it fucking hurt. He let my lay 
across his lap, he let me cry. He was rubbing my back and gently rubbing my burning flesh. His fingers dipped 
dip into my pussy and | moaned. 


"Danny," | whimpered. 
“Shhh. Go clean yourself up, we have to meet the rest for dinner," he said. 
| climbed off his lap and wiped my face. | was going to be sore tonight. Dinner was part of my punishment. | 


would have to restrain myself from wiggling around on the chair tonight, and | probably would have to go to 
bed without any pleasure tonight either. 


Slept In 


Slept In 

Disclaimer: Story is a work of fiction, no harm intended (| totally stole that from Christy) 

Dedicated all my cool peeps. 

Summary: | overslept and forgot to do my "chores", now | must pay the price. Guys, | just got back from a 
mixer and l'm a little tipsy so bear with me. And | won't update as much if | don't get some more reviews. Big 
thanks to Christy and blank_04 for reviewing. 

The alarm went off. | groaned and let it sound off for awhile. Eventually | hit the snooze button and fell back 
asleep. The pillows were so soft and the bed was so warm. | snuggled deeper into them. | was having a pleasant 


dream. 


My eyes fluttered open. | pushed the covers off of me and stretched my arms. | looked at the clock My eyes 
widened and | did a double take. 


"Shit," | said. 

It was about noon. | jumped out of bed and ran downstairs and ran right into Justin He helped me off the 
floor, but | would have just rather him leave me there. | was in deep, deep shit. Dan was standing next to him, 
all silent, which the bugged the shit out of me. 

"Do you know what time it is?" Justin asked me. 

"Twelve," | said. 

Why did | have to go out drinking last night? Please don't let him yell, | prayed. | have a horrible hangover. 
"Where the fuck were you last night?" he asked. 

| shrugged my shoulders. That just pissed them off even more. 

"You're supposed to be back home by one. You didn't get back in until three," Dan said. 

"And you were had chores to do this morning," Justin added. 


| groaned and wiped sleep from my eyes. 


"Can we just get this over with?" | asked. 


| wasn't in the mood for this shit. 
"Get your chores down first," Justin said. 


"We have to go to the studio," Dan replied. 

The two left and | went straight to doing my ‘chores’. | had to fucking clean the kitchen, fucking take out the 
trash and fucking wash clothes. Why the fuck didn't they just hire a maid? | finished my chores and rummaged 
through the alcohol cabinet. | smiled when | found some vodka. 

| poured myself a glass and drowned it down. Then the phone rang. 

"Hello?" | asked. 

"Hello, love," Justin purred at the other end. 

"Hi, Justin What do you want?" | asked as sweetly as | could. 

"Did you finish your chores?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Good. Now | want you to wait in your room until we get back" 

"Do | have to wait in the corner?" | asked meekly. 

"What do you think?" he asked. 

"Yes," | whispered. 

| heard Justin hand the phone to Dan 

"Hi, Danny," | said. 

"Hello, love. | want you to wear that outfit | bought for you, okay?" he said. 

Dan had a really sexy voice; it was so deep and hot. 

"Okay, do you want me to wear the shoes too?" | asked. 

"No, just the outfit, and make sure you put on knickers this time. Justin and | like pulling them off," he said. 


"| will" 


"Goodbye, love. We'll see you soon" 

| heard the dial tone and hung up the phone. | went up to my room and opened my closet. | pulled out the 
school girl outfit that Dan had bought for me a few days earlier. It wasn't like that slutty one strippers wore; 
it was like an actual school uniform. | wondered where he got it from. 

| slipped on the crisp white shirt and buttoned it up. Then | slipped on the green blazer; Dan was an avid fan of 
the blazer. | pulled on some white cotton panties, there was no way in hell | was wearing a thong. For the 
finishing touch | put on the pleated skirt and put my hair in pigtails. Then | placed myself in the corner, eagerly 
anticipating and dreading their return. 


| heard their footsteps on the stairs and my stomach did flip flops. The door opened behind me and | took in a 
deep breath. 


"Come here," Justin said. 


Dan shut the door behind them. | removed myself from the corner and stood before them. Justin reached out 
and touched one of my pigtails. 


"God, you look like a walking felony,” he said. 
"She does, | really wanna fuck you up the ass," Dan said, his fingers brushing my blazer. 


"Bend over the bed, sweetheart," Justin said. 


| obliged him and bent over the bed. One of them, not sure which one, pushed my skirt up and pulled my 


panties down. | shivered as the cool air hit my skin. 

"Do you want me to go first?" Justin asked Dan, 

"Yeah, I'll finish her up," Dan answered. 

Inwardly, | groaned. Justin spanked a lot harder than Dan, well at least most of the time he did. Dan could get 
pretty hard and strict if | made him really angry. | braced myself for the first blow; | wasn't sure what object 
they were gonna use. It was a paddle, not like a school one, but like a ping pong kind of one. The fucker stung 
like hell. 

| dug my nails into the bedspread, trying to control my tears. Justin really packed a wallop and the paddle 
offered no sympathy. After about eleven swats with it, Justin handed the paddle to Dan. Despite the pain, my 
pussy was extremely wet. They both knew it. 


Dan began to spank me now, and | tried my best to move my body. God, it was hard. | just wanted to avoid the 


punishing blows of the paddle, but | knew | couldn't. | would just get extra if | did. Dan gave me at least fifteen 
spanks, if not a little more. | hate to admit that | cried a little. Slowly | began to lift myself off the bed. 


"Un-uh, I'm not finished with you yet," Dan said. 

| heard him unzip his pants and | smiled. He really was gonna fuck me up the ass. | kind of liked it when he did. | 
felt his hard cock press against my burning backside and | shuddered. Cool liquid was spread inside of me 
before he slipped in his cock. 

| moaned as he pushed into me. It hurt, | won't lie to you, it really did. But it felt so good at the same time. He 
pumped in and out of me, making me moan louder and louder. | wondered if Justin was enjoying this. He was 
probably jerking off. 

Dan released into me and | let out an orgasmic scream. My boys had the power to make me extremely happy. 
| loved them both to death. Dan slowly pulled out of me and helped me off the bed. | smoothed my skirt back 


down and just threw the panties aside. They were of no use to me now. 


Dan gently wiped the remanding tears from my eyes and drew me into a hug. He ran his fingers through my 
hair. Then he handed me over to Justin who did the same thing. He rubbed my back and my stinging rear. 


"Now, Dan and | want you To lie down. You're no good to use hung-over," Justin said. 
"Thanks," | whispered. 

"We'll wake you up later," Dan said, kissing my neck. 

| shivered again. They liked to tease. 


‘Oh, and by the way you're confined to the house for a week," Justin said, as he and Dan walked out of the 


room. 


Before | could protest they shut the door behind them. It wouldn't have done any good anyway. | sighed and 


crawled under my covers. Soon | was in a deep sleep. 


Drunk 


Drunk 

Dedicated to Christy and blark_04, thanks for the reviews 

Summary: | get drunk, a little too drunk for my own good. Then | have to be punished. 

| poured the glass of vodka down my throat. This was my fifth glass, | think. Maybe I've had more. What | 
mean was it was my fifth glass of vodka. | wasn't counting all the beers and that shoot of whiskey Emmie had 
just poured for me. 

"You're so fucking wasted," Emmie slurred, 

| laughed and hiccupped. She started laughing uncontrollably. People in the bar began to stare at us. 

"You need to leave," the bartender said to us. 

"Okay, let's go," Emmie said, dragging me out of the bar. 

We stumbled out the door and searched for her car. 

"| don't think | should drive," she said. 


"lll drive," | replied and opened the doors to her car. 


Neither one of us should have been driving. But | was too fucking wasted to care. | drove up to my house and 
fucking ran into the mailbox. Emmie burst into laughter. | totally fucked up her front fender. 


"IIl walk from here," she said. 

"See you tomorrow," | replied. 

| twisted the key in the door and stumbled up to my room. | crawled under the covers, not bothering to 
change my clothes. | was in a deep peaceful slumber. But that wouldn't last for long. Soon | would be regretting 


my bad choices. 


| heard Justin yell my name and woke up groggily. Shit, what the fuck had | done now? He burst into the room 
and all but yanked me out the bed. 


"Justin, what the fuck?" | yelled, pulling out of his grip. 


"What the hell were you drinking last night? Never mind, how much were you drinking last night?" he asked. 


"Who cares?" 


Bad move on my part. | immediately regretted my choice in words. Justin narrowed his eyes at me. 

"You look like a slut," he growled. 

Justin hated the thought of other men looking at me. | was wearing a tight red dress, which was low cut and 
basically my tits were spilling out. | hadn't even taken off my shoes, which were five inch stilettos. And I'm 
pretty sure my makeup was spread all over my face. 

"Did you drive last night?" he asked. 

| don't remember," | lied. 

"Don't fucking lie to me." 

"Yeah, | drove." 

| was in deep shit. | would almost bet that | was going to get the belt. | fucking hated the belt. 

"You smell like a fucking brewery," he said. 

‘I'm sorry," | whispered. 

He rolled his eyes. 

I've heard that song plenty of times before." 

"Can we just get this over with, please?" 


"Bend over the bed" 


| didn't want to, but | did Justin yanked my dress up to my hips and slowly (almost teasingly) pulled down my 
panties. As much as | despised the belt, my pussy was already damp with desire. 


"Tsk, tsk, tsk. You're a bad little slut," he scolded. 


He ran the belt over my bare skin, sending tingles down my spine. He drew back his arm and smacked me hard 


with the belt. | gasped, | couldn't help it. He knew how much | hated the belt. Still part of me felt | deserved it. 


| was in heavy tears by the fifth lick. | was downright sobbing by the tenth. He gave me twenty in all, which to 
me was hell. Well, | had been giving much more when that shit head stepfather I've mine was drunk. My head 


was buried in my covers with my tears soaking them. 


Justin left me alone, letting me cry. After awhile he told me to come to him. He took me into his arms and 


stroked my hair. 
"| love you so much, you know that right?" he asked. 
"| know," | sobbed. 


"| hate having to use the belt on you, but you deserved it. You could have really hurt yourself or someone 


else. | couldn't live with myself if something happened to you." 
‘| know, l'm so sorry, Justin, | really am." 
"I know, love, | know. It's all over now, you're forgiven 


Justin held me until | stopped crying. | withdrew from him. He wiped my wet cheeks dry and tucked my 
chestnut hair behind my ears. 


"Go take a shower, then come downstairs and I'll put some food in that stomach of yours. | bet you haven't 


eaten since yesterday afternoon," he said. 
| nodded my head. He kissed the top of my head and left me to pull myself together. | walked into my 
bathroom and turned on the shower. | pulled off my dress, then stepped into the shower. | let the warm water 


soothe me. My ass stung like hell. 


| dried myself off and went downstairs. | prayed that | would be able to sit. 


Spying 
Spying 
Dedicated to Christy and Kristy. 


| was busy in the kitchen. | liked to cook, and the boys liked it when | did. Only problem was | didn't know what 
to cook | sighed and rubbed my temples. Maybe Dan and Justin had an idea 


| walked up the stairs. | heard faint voices coming from their room. | headed over to their door and waited. Of 
course it just happened to be cracked opened a bit. 

Silently | pushed it open a little wider. 

Justin had his arms wrapped around Dan's waist; he was sucking on Dan's neck. | was turned on by the site in 
front of me. Dan's fingers were entwined in Justin's golden curl. Their bodies were pressed up tight against 
each others. Carefully | pushed the door open even further. 

| wondered if they were gonna fuck. | knew that Dan and Justin had a deep love for each other that went 
beyond brotherly love. All | knew was that | wanted to be between them. They broke away from each other; 


huge grins on their faces. | turned away from the door, and hoped they didn't see me. 


| returned to the kitchen and took a deep breath. Leave it to them to get me all hot and bothered. | heard 


them walk into the kitchen, and Justin wrapped his arms around me. | jumped a little. 
"What's wrong?" he asked. 

"Nothing," | lied. 

Justin removed his arms from around me and turned to Dan. 

"We saw you spying on us," Dan said. 

Shit. 

"| didn't mean too," | replied. 

"Well, you certainly stayed there for a long time,” Justin said, a smile on his face. 
"Can you blame me?" | asked, a wicked smile crossing my face. 


Dan laughed. 


"No, guess | can't" 

"Still, you shouldn't spy on people," Justin said. 

"You just want an excuse to spank me," | replied 

Both Justin and Dan laughed. 

"You know you just look for trouble to get into," Dan said. 

"Yeah, but can you blame me?" 

Its my turn, right?" Dan asked Justin eagerly. 

"Yeah, but its my turn to fuck her," Justin replied. 

Dan sat down in a chair and patted his lap. | contemplated throwing myself across her lap, but instead | sexily 
bent myself over his lap. He was a little excited cause | felt his erection dig into my side. | let out a soft giggle. 
It felt good to be across his lap. 

He caressed my backside for awhile, sending tingles through my body. The first smack was soft and didn't do 
much for me. | whined and Dan got the message. The next smack was hard and firm. | was especially turned on 
by the fact that Justin was watching. 

Dan tugged my skirt up and ran his hands all over my silk panties. Dan was a sucker for silk and lace. Justin 
was a leather and satin kind of guy. l'm sure my panties were fucking soaked. | wiggled around in his lap, 
anticipating the next smack. 

He didn't disappoint. Dan delivered ten firm smacks to my silk covered ass, before tugging them down. The cool 
air hit my flushed skin and chills traveled up my spine. | couldn't wait for him to start punishing my bare skin. 


| bit my lip in anticipation 


He started spanking me again. My backside was stinging and | wanted more. | swear | left spots all over his 
pants. He finished spanking me. A soft whimper left my lips. My pussy was aching. 


"Go over to Justin," Dan said, pulling my panties off my legs. 
| got off Dan's lap and walked over to Justin He pushed me onto the kitchen table. My dark hair was spread 
across the kitchen table. Justin pushed my skirt farther up my hips. He pulled down his pants and teased my 


opening with the tip of his cock. 


| whimpered, wanting him in me. Justin gave me a naughty smile before pushing his cock into me. | moaned and 


pulled him closer to me. He was fucking me hard and fast. What | really wanted was for Dan to join in. 


Justin released into me and | let out a loud orgasmic scream. Justin pulled out of me and left me panting on 


the table. 


"Fuck, | should spy more often." 


Threesome 


Threesome 
Dedicated to C £ K, lol. 
Summary: It gets a little kinky in this chapter. 


Dan was stroking my hair, while Justin left soft kisses along my semi naked back. The corset was digging into 
me. | let out a soft whimper. 


"Have patience love, I'll take it off in a minute," Justin said 


| returned to kissing Dan. He tasted like vodka, probably because he had just drunken a glass a few moments 
ago. | wanted him to taste me with the vodka laced tongue. Justin began to undo my hooks. His fingers were 


long and slender; | shivered each time they grazed my skin 


The corset fell off of my body, finally releasing me. | still had the stockings, g-string, and fluffy heels on. Dan 
sucked on each of my hard light pink nipples, and rolled off the thigh highs at the same time. | moaned until he 
removed his mouth. | lifted myself up so he could slip off the g-string, which was already damp with desire. 


| tossed the shoes aside. Dan and Justin had done me a favor by already getting undressed earlier. Justin 
returned to kissing my back, sending tingles throughout me. Dan's fingers were circling my nipples and | 


thought | would cum right then and there. God, they could drive any woman to hysteria. 


Both were hard as a rock And | could feel it. A soft giggle escaped my lips. This felt extremely naughty, and | 
loved it. Dan's fingers traveled down further, until they found my pussy. He played with my dark curls before 
slipping in. | dug my nails into the bedspread. 


My walls tightened around his fingers. He loved my tight pussy. He stroked my clit, making me want to collapse 
in pleasure. | came and he pulled his fingers out. I'm pretty sure Justin was turned on by this, but he wanted 


a turn too. 


Justin fluffed up a pillow and told me to bend over it. My cheeks flushed as | did. | wasn't sure whether he 
was gonna spank me or fuck me up the ass. | was hoping for a spanking; | was still a little sore from when Dan 


fucked me up the ass. | shivered waiting for him. 


He had a crop. | hated the belt, but | loved the crop. He teased my naked skin with it. God, he loved to tease. 
But he hated it when | teased him. 


The first smack was gentle. | moaned, arching my backside up a little. He brought the crop down a little harder 


this time. | wiggled, wanting more. 


"You have such a lovely arse," Justin purred, bringing the crop down again. 


He gave me twelve with the crop, which was just enough. He knew how to avoid bruises. | loved him so much. 


His hand brushed my warm skin. | laid over the pillow for awhile. 

"Come here, love," Dan said. 

| crawled over to Dan. 

"Justin and | are going to fuck you now," Dan said. 

| nodded my head. They had done this once before. Double penetration, was what my friend, Shannon, called it. It 
wasn't an easy thing to do. | slipped my pussy onto Dan's cock, while Justin slowly inserted his cock up my 
tender ass. It was a little uncomfortable at first, and it took a while to get it just right. But damn it felt good 
when you got it just right. 

They began to fuck me and | let them control me. Sometimes | moved my body accordingly, to help them out. 
Both climaxed at the same time. Their sweet, sticky cum filled me at the same time; | thought | was going to 
burst. Justin pulled out of me, then | slipped off of Dan. Then | collapsed on top of Dan. 

| let out a deep sigh. Justin crawled up next to me. 

"You guys wear me out, do you know that?" | laughed. 


"Can't help it. You're just a totally fuckable girl," Dan said, pulling the covers around the three of us. 


The three of us laughed. We all fell asleep pretty quickly. 


Dyed Hair 
Dyed Hair 
Dedicated to C € K, you know who you are! 


Summary: | dye my hair and Dan is not too happy about it. 


It seemed like a good idea at the time. | was at the hair salon, getting my hair cut. It was a little too long and | 


was getting split ends. Emmie had come with me. This was all her doing. 

"You should totally dye it pink," she said. 

| shook my head. Dan loved the color of my hair and it would piss him off if | dyed it. Especially that color. 
"You don't have to dye all of it pink Just some strands,” she said. 

"Yeah, that would look hot," my stylist said. 

Talk about peer pressure. 

"Alright," | agreed. 


It did look hot. She cut my hair in layers down to my shoulders and highlighted a good amount of my strands 
pink | smiled. Maybe Dan would like it. | had lots of false hope. 


Emmie dropped me off at home. | was still forbidden to drive, after | knocked over the mailbox. | thought it 
was a little weird that they let my ride with Emmie. Oh well, at least | could still get around. Dan was home, 
but Justin wasn't. Justin was probably with Sue. | had always wondered about them. 

| slowly opened the door and walked in | saw Dan and quickly hurried up the steps. 

"Hold on there, love," he said, grabbing my arm. 

The look on his face was deadly. | wanted to die right then and there. 

"Why?" he asked. 


| shrugged my shoulders. That just pissed him off even more. | was expected to give an answer when asked. 


"It seemed like a good idea at the time. Emmie said it looked hot," | replied 


"Emmie is a bad influence on you. Maybe you two should hang out a little less," he said. 


That pissed me off. | understood that | belonged to them, in a sense. But | wasn't a fucking child. He couldn't tell 
who | could and couldn't hang out with. 


"Dan, I'm not a fucking child You can't tell me what to do," | growled. 

Ok, maybe that wasn't the smartest thing to say. | immediately regretted it. 

"You may not be a child, but you sure as hell act like one from time to time." 

| sighed and said, 

‘lm sorry." 

Dan nodded his head. He heard that line from me so many times before. 

"Go upstairs and wait for me," he said. 

| nodded my head and walked up to his room. For some reason | knew he wanted me to be in his room and not 
mine. | stood in the corner waiting for him. | checked myself out in the mirror first. My hair did look hot, 
despite the fact that it was getting me into so much trouble. 

Suddenly | cursed myself for wearing a thong today. | groaned and pressed my head against the wall. Actually 
it didn't really matter because | always got spanked on the bare. My stomach was all in knots, waiting for Dan. 


| heard the footsteps coming up the stairs. | almost jumped when he opened the door. 


He pressed his body against mine. Shivers traveled down my spine. | could feel his breath on my neck. He 


smelled so good. Like flowers. 
"Turn around," he said. 


| turned around and faced him. He pushed me tighter against the wall and brushed his lips against my neck. | 
moaned. He kissed my neck, his tongue grazing my skin. Why did he have to tease me? 


He stopped the kisses. He ran his fingers through my hair. 
"| love your hair," he purred into my ear. 
"Really? | thought you hated it," | replied. 


"Well, | was just mad that you didn't discuss it with me first, but I'll admit that it's a turn on," he said. 


"So does that mean I'm not going to get a spanking?" | asked. 

He laughed. 

"No, you're still getting spanked” 

"Surprise, surprise," | said with a roll of my eyes. 

He brought his lips against mine, teasing me with his tongue. He led me out of the corner and he told me to 
wait for him. After a few moments | felt him slip the cool silk sleeping mask around my eyes. | whimpered; | 
wasn't too fond of being blindfolded. 

"Now, now, you'll have plenty to whine about in just a moment,” he said. 

He undid my jeans and slipped them down my legs. | stepped out of them, and almost fell on my face. 
"Careful there," Dan said, keeping me from falling. 

"Well, | can't see," | said. 

"| know." 

Dan slipped his fingers in the waistband of my thong and pulled those down. They were a litle easier to step 
out of. He pulled me over his lap. | shifted around a little in his lap. | found my comfortable spot; | was all too 


familiar with his lap. 


| hated not being able to see, but the blindfold was supposed to heighten my senses. The first smack stung. It 
sent a fire throughout my body. The next smack was firmer. It was getting me hot. 


By the time he delivered the tenth smack, my pussy was soaking wet. He knew it too. Both of them loved to 
push me to the edge. He gave me five more spanks, then let me off his lap. | went to remove the blindfold He 
pulled my hand away. 

"Leave it on," he said. 

Gently he pushed me onto the bed. | grimaced as my stinging skin connected with the bed spread. | heard Dan 
unzip his pants. A smile crossed my face. | spread my legs wider for him. He plunged into me and | wrapped my 


arms around him. 


| moaned, wanting him deeper in me. He slipped deeper into my core. God, the man could fuck He released into 


me and | screamed. | always screamed. He slipped out of me. 


"God, that was fucking good," | exclaimed. 


"Glad | could please my woman," Dan replied. 


| threw off my shirt and ripped his off. | kissed him fiercely, making him all hard again. He pressed his naked 


body against him, electing a deep moan from my mouth. 
"Later," he said, pulling away. 

He ran his fingers through my hair again. 

"ve got to go to the studio," he said, pulling on his jeans. 
"Have fun," | replied, pulling the covers around me. 


Dan left and | fell asleep in his bed. | wondered what Justin would think of my hair? 


Teasing 

Teasing 

Dedicated to C and KI! | love you guys. 
Summary: | tease Justin and get him mad. 


Justin loved my hair. In fact as soon as he saw it, he drug my upstairs and fucked my brains out. Actually he 


fucked me twice. He was a little turned on by it. His hair used to be pink. Maybe that's why. 


Justin had brought me to a club. He was a great dancer. Dan on the other hand was feeling a little under the 
weather. My poor baby, | hated it when they got sick Dan liked going to clubs; he loved to drink. He wasn't a 


bad dancer either. 


Well | was in a naughty mood And | made sure Justin knew that. He was sitting at the bar talking to some guy 
who said he was a big fan. | wanted to dance, so | grabbed this hot girl and drug her out onto the dance floor. 


She was cute, with tiny green eyes and long auburn hair, pulled into a ponytail 
We began to dance, our bodies moving in time with the music. | pressed my body against hers. | saw out of 
the corner of my eye that Justin was watching us. | brought my face close to hers. | could hear her heart 


beating. 


She closed her eyes. | knew she wanted a kiss. Who was | to deny her one? | leaned in, brushing my lips against 


hers. She tasted like vanilla. Sweet intoxicating sugar. 


She parted her mouth, letting me slip my tongue in. | could feel Justin's eyes burning into me. | teased her skin 
with my fingers. It was oh so soft. Like the finest spun silk. 


| gazed over at Justin Boy, | looks could kill. He was pissed. He didn’t like it when | teased. |, on the other hand, 


loved to tease. 

He walked over to the dance floor. | turned to my dancing partner. 

"lIl see you later," | whispered into her ear, then licked her lobe. 

| felt her shudder. She was quite a catch, but | would never be allowed to have her. Both Justin and Dan were 
jealous when it came to me. More so when it came to men. | might be allowed to date a woman, but it was 


doubtful. 


Justin took me by the arm and led me off the dance floor. He led me to one of the back rooms. Ah, the perks 
of being a rock star. No one really asked questions, they just let you do what you like. They just talked about 


you behind your back. 


He slammed the door behind him and | jumped. | was all hot inside. | felt his breath against the back of my 
neck and shuddered. 


"You're such a tease," he said, placing his hands on my hips. 
"Yeah, but you like it," | purred, pressing my backside against him. 
"No, | don't. In fact, | hate it. You're gonna have to be punished now," he said. 


| smiled. | was hoping for that. Of course Justin liked it when | protested and whined. | turned around and faced 
him. 


"But Justin, | don't wanna." 
Justin pressed a finger to my lips. 
"Begging and pleading will get you nowhere," he replied. 


| whined, just to give him a little pleasure. He sat down and tugged me over his lap. | wiggled around a little. He 
slapped my backside hard and | stopped moving around. 


"I don't like it when you squirm," he said. 


He didn't. Dan loved it though. Whenever | squirmed or wiggled, Dan would get hard. He might not seem like it, 
but Dan loved a challenge. Justin on the other hand wanted to get straight to business. 


Justin smacked my ass again, this time even harder. Fuck, | really must have pissed him off. | was just having 


a little fun | just wanted to make him a little jealous was all. It was never my intention to piss him off. 

He was delivering hard, fast smacks. They hurt like hell, but at the same time it felt so good. This was the 
first time he had ever left my skirt on when he spanked me. | began to wonder if he really was mad. | thought 
he would be turned on by me flirting with a girl. 

He stopped spanking me. | hate to admit this, but a few tears had stung my eyes. 

"Don't ever tease me again," he said, rubbing my back. 


"Yeah, | think | got the message," | replied, climbing off his lap. 


He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in for a kiss. Now not even my sugary vanilla girl could top his 
taste. Justin tasted like the sweetest juices ever made. | felt him harden. | gently tugged on his bottom lip, 


then pulled away. 
"See, you do too like it when | tease," | said with a naughty smile. 


"Alright, sometimes | do. But you belong to me and Dan, not anyone else. Especially not that girl," he said. 
"Lets go home, and then we can fuck Dan," | said, leading him out of the club. 

Justin laughed and let me lead him out the club. 

"You know what I've been thinking?" Justin said as we drove home. 

"What?" 

"I think you would be really sexy as a dominatrix," he replied, raising an eyebrow. 


"That could work," | replied, already contemplating what | would wear. 


X is not your friend 


X is not your Friend 

Dedicated to Christy and Kristy and Jen 

Summary: | take X and suffer consequences. 

Nickie handed me the round pill. 

"Take it, you'll feel good. X is your friend," she laughed. 

| shrugged and downed the pill with vodka. | hate vodka by the way, it tastes like rubbing alcohol. After awhile | 
felt the effects. Everything was vivid and bright. My senses were wide awake. The last thing | remember was 
falling into bed with Nickie. 

| woke up with a terrible headache. Nickie's body was pressed up against mine. 


"Jesus," | moaned. 


| pushed a knocked out Nickie off of me. | was wearing just a pair of pink panties. What the fuck had happened 


last night? | rummaged around for a shirt or something, when Dan yelled up the stairs. 
"Brittany, get down herel" Dan yelled 

‘Kay, just a mirutel" | yelled back 

"NOW! 

"Fuck," | muttered 

"Stop yelling," Nickie groaned, pulling the covers tighter around her. 


| rolled my eyes at her, and then | headed down the stairs. Still | was wearing nothing but my pink panties. | 


didn't mess around with Dan when he was angry. 
"What?" | asked, with a smart ass tone, as | walked into the kitchen. 
"I know you have clothes, because | bought you some," he said. 


| didn't want to keep you waiting," | said sarcastically. 


Bad move on my part. | was already in deep shit for doing something | couldn't remember. 
"What drug did you take last night?" he asked 

"X," | whispered 

| just wanted him to spark me and get it over with. 


"Jesus Christ, Brittany. | don't understand why you would do that, | know you have a brain inside that head of 


yours. What's been going on?" 

Dan sat down on the kitchen chair. He wanted to talk. | didn’t want to. So | did what any girl in my situation 
would do (at least | think). | burst into tears. Dan hated it when | cried, so | guess | was taking advantage of his 
weakness. 


‘Im so sorry," | sobbed. 


Dan wrapped his arms around me and stroked my hair. | felt a tad bit guilty for fucking around with him, but | 
just didn't want to talk. 


"Hey, luv, it's alright. Would you like me to spark you now or later?" he asked 
He felt really warm against my naked skin 

"Now," | whispered, my tears dying down 

"Okay," he said and pulled away from me. 


He picked up a wooden spoon and | grimaced. Maybe | should have talked with him. He pulled me over his lap 
and he pulled my panties down 


"Listen, you're really lucky that Justin is out of town this week. Or else you'd be getting the belt," he said. 
He was right. Justin was a hell of lot more strict then Dan was. He bought the spoon down and | grimaced. It 
hurt. The next blow was just as hard, if not worse. After about ten spanks | began to squirm in his lap. | 
wanted to avoid the punishing blows. 

He held my down firmly with his free hand. 


"Brittany, stop. You all, but asked for this," he said, bringing the spoon down again. 


He delivered about twelve more spanks, setting my backside completely on fire. | laid across his lap and sobbed 


for awhile. He rubbed my back as | cried. 


"Would you like me to put you back to bed?" he asked. 
"Yeah," | whispered. 

"Is Nickie in your bed?" he asked. 

"Uh-huh," | replied. 

"IIl put you in mine," he said. 


| sat up in his lap and he carried me up the stairs. | lost the pink panties somewhere along the way. Dan placed 
me in his soft bed and pulled the covers around me, then kissed the top of my head. 


| hoped you learned your lesson," he said. 


"Yeah, x is most defiantly not my friend," | replied, with a smile. 


Got in a Fight 


Got in a Fight 
Dedicated to my faithful reviewers, | love you all. 


Summary: | get in a fight, and the boys aren't too happy about it. It's a little funny seeing as how my 


character is like twenty-one, so just bear with me. 


Cam sneered at me. | hated her. She was my boss at the hair salon that | worked at. She got a sadistic 


pleasure out of humiliating me. 

"Can you even answer the phone properly?" she asked. 

"Look its been a rough couple of days, could you just lay off?" | sighed back. 

"No, you've been slacking off a lot lately and it's unacceptable," she said. 

"I have not been slacking off. You're always on my ass, not doing your job," | sneered back 

Her honey brown eyes widened. 

"Well, at least I'm not too busy fucking rock stars," she replied. 

Okay that was a really childish remark; it didn't really make a lot of sense in the context it was put in. But it 
pissed me off. Sometimes my temper gets the better of me. Generally | think before | act, generally. Well | 
didn't this time. 

| pushed back in the rolling leather chair and walked over toward her. Dan and Justin had insisted that | take a 
self defense class, just in case. Bet they would regret that decision now. My fist connected with her smug, fat 
face. | didn't hear a crunch, so at least | didn't break her nose. 


"Way to go, Britt!" Emmie yelled. 


Nickie was clapping her hands loudly. Cam clutched her face and fell to the floor. A slight trickle of blood slid 
down her face. Fuck, | thought. 


"Get out. You're fucking firedll" she yelled. 


| couldn't get out of there fast enough. | still couldn't believe | had just down that. | twisted my keys into my 


car and drove home. | walked in and picked up the note waiting for me on the living room table. 


Basically it said that they would be home around four or so and that | had free time to do whatever | wanted. 
That wouldn't last long. | worked with Sammie, who was the biggest rat in the world, and she would tell them 
about my misbehavior soon enough. | let out a huge sigh. 

| fixed myself something to eat, then took a long nap. | woke up around quarter to four and decide to take a 
shower. Might was well get a nice, long, warm one in before my backside was all red. | turned on the warm 
water and stepped in It was soothing to have warm water and sudsy soap caress my body. 

| open the shower door and shivered when the cool air hit my skin. | reached for my glasses and a towel. 
Normally | wear contacts, but | was stressed out so | took them out. | should have just left them off. | pulled 
the towel tighter around my body as Dan and Justin glared at me. 

"Our room, now," Justin said. 

| groaned inside and followed them into the room. Damn, it was cold in this house. Dan shut the door behind me 
and | jumped a little. Nerves. Dan patted his lap, and | wasn't quite sure if he wanted me to bend over it or sit 
on it. | chose the first. | thought, what the hell, let's just get this over with. 

| bent myself over Dan's long legs. 

"What the hell are you doing?" Dan asked. 

"Umm..making things easier for you," | replied. 

Dan sighed and patted my backside. 

"Were you a naughty girl today?" he asked. 

"Yeah, but you already knew that," | replied. 

"What are you talking about, love?" Justin asked 

"Didn't Sam call you?" | asked. 

"No. Should she have?" Dan said. 

"l'm so confused," | sighed. 

"Us too," Justin said. 


"Sweetheart, what did you do?" Dan asked. 


"Shit, do you mean Sam didn't tell you?" | asked. 


"No," Justin replied 
"But you were waiting for me outside the shower," | said. 


"We were going to fuck your brains out, but now | see that we are going to have to change our plans," Justin 


said, his voice getting sterner. 
"Tell us what you did," Dan said. 

"| punched Cam in the face," | said. 
They were silent for awhile. 


"Brittany, you're twenty-one years old, aren't you a little old to be getting into fights?" Dan asked, swatting my 
backside. 


"Yes, sir," | whispered. 
"Justin, would you be so kind as to fetch me the brush?" 


Justin got up and handed Dan one of their hairbrushes. Dan pushed my towel up, revealing my slightly damp 
backside. | whimpered as the first blow fell. 


"You, my dear, are such a naughty little girl sometimes," Dan scolded. 

The smacks fell one right after the other, stinging more on account of my wet rear. | was in tears by the 
time Dan was done, but they weren't finished. Dan sent me to the corner and | grimaced when the towel 
connected with my bare skin. | heard Justin rummaging around for that dreaded paddle. After about fifteen 
minutes of standing in the corner Justin called me over to him. 

‘Over my lap, love," he said. 

| bent myself over his knees and he pushed my towel up. He ran a hand over my flushed red skin 

"Very nice work, Danny," Justin said. 

"Thanks, | try," Dan replied. 


| squirmed as he pressed the wooden paddle against my red backside. 


"You know very well that Dan and | don't approve of this fighting non-sense," he said, bringing the paddle down 


The brothers could spank, there was no doubt about that. Justin put that paddle to good use. My rear end 


was on fire by the time Justin was done. | lay across his lap for awhile, tears streaming down my face. 
“There, there, my love. It's all over now," Justin soothed, rubbing my back 

| heard Dan get up and pick something off the dresser. He unscrewed the top off some vanilla scented lotion 
and began to apply it to my burning bottom. My boys could discipline me very well, but they could love me 
even better. 

"Are you fired, love?" Justin asked, sitting me on top of his lap. 

"Yeah," | nodded, wiping away some stray tears. 

"Well, we'll find you another job," Dan said. 

"Thanks, I'm really sorry," | said, giving them my best sad look. 

"We know. Why don't you lay down for a few minutes sweetheart," Dan suggested. 


"Kay," | whispered. 


| wasn't in the mood to argue. Justin kissed the top of my head and then the two tucked me in. | knew | wasn't 
going to be fighting for awhile. 


